"Left I my will and all my liberty,

And took your clothing; wherefore do I pray

You'll do your pleasure, I'll your wish obey.

"For certainly, if I had prescience

Your will to know ere you your wish had told,

I would perform it without negligence;

But now I know the wish that you unfold,

To do your pleasure firmly will I hold;

For knew I that my death wrould give you ease,

Right gladly would I die, lord, you to please.

"For death can offer no loss that is known
Compared to your love's loss." And when, I say,
He saw his wife's great constancy, then down
He cast his eyes, and wondered at the way
She would in patience all his will obey;
And forth he went with dreary countenance,
But in his heart he knew a great pleasance.

This ugly sergeant in the very wise

That he her daughter took away, so he

(Or worse, if worse than this men could devise)

Has taken her son, the child of such beauty.

And always yet so all-patient was she

That she no sign gave forth of heaviness,

But kissed her son and so began to bless;

Save this: She prayed him that, and if he might,

Her son he'd bury in an earthen grave,

His tender limbs, so delicate to sight,

From ravenous birds and from all beasts to save.

But she no answer out of him could have.

He went his way as if he cared nor thought,

But to Bologna tenderly 'twas brought.

This marquis wondered ever more and more
Upon her patience; and indeed if he
Had not known truly in her years before
That she had loved her children perfectly,
, He would have thought that out of subtlety
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